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Cragstone flung himself down, burying his face 
in his hands. What a wreck he had made of life ! 
He saw his future, loveless, for no woman would 
trust him now; even the one whose name he had 
saved would probably be more unforgiving than 
the Church ; it was the way with women when a 
man abandoned God and honor for them; and 
this nameless but blackest of sins, this falsity to 
one poor dying sinner, would stand between him 
and heaven forever, though through that very 
crime he had saved a fellow being. Where was 
the justice of it?

The purple had died from out the western sky, 
the waters of the Georgian Bay lay colorless at 
his feet, night was covering the world and steal­
ing with inky blackness into his soul.

She crept out of her hiding-place, and, coming, 
gently touched his tumbled fair hair; but he 
shrank from her, crying : “ Lydia, my girl, my 
girl, I am not for a good woman now! I, who 
thought you an outcast, a thief, not worthy to be 
my wife, to-night I am not an outcast of man 
alone, but of God.”

But what cared she for his official crimes? She 
was a woman. Her arms were about him, her lips 
on his ; and he who had, until now, been a portless 
derelict, who had vainly sought a haven in art, 
an anchorage in the service of God, had drifted 
at last into the world’s most sheltered harbor— 
a woman’s love.

But, of course, the Bishop took away his gown.


